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That contemplation into matter brought,

Bodi'd ideas, and could form a thought:

Why do I pause to couch the cataract.

And the gross pearls from our dull eyes abstract ?      10

That, powerful Lely, now awaken'd, we

This new Creation may behold by thee.

To thy victorious pencil all that eyes
And minds can reach do bow; the deities
Bold poets first but feign'd you do, and make,           15

And from your awe they our devotion take.
Your beauteous palette first designed Love's Queen,
And made her in her heav'nly colours seen;
You strung the bow of the bandit her son,
&nd tipp'd his arrows with religion.                          20

Neptune as unknown as his fish might dwell,
But that you seat him in his throne of shell.
The Thunderer's artillery and brand,
You fanci'd Rome in his fantastic hand.
And the pale frights, the pains and fears of hell,       25
First from your sullen melancholy fell.
Who cleft th' infernal dog's loath'd head in three,
And spun out Hydra's fifty necks?    By thee
As prepossess'd w5 enjoy th' Elysian plain,
Which but before was fiatter'd in our brain.             30

Whoe'er yet view'd air's child invisible,
A hollow voice, but in thy subtle skill?
Faint stamm'ring Echo you so draw that we
The very repercussion do see.

Cheat hocus-pocus Nature an essay                      35

O' th7 Spring affords us, presto! and away:
You all the year do chain her and her fruits,
Roots to their beds, and flowers to their roots.
Have not mine eyes feasted ij th' frozen zone
Upon a fresh new-grown collation                             40

Of apples, unknown sweets, that seem'd to me
Hanging to tempt as on the fatal tree,
So delicately limn'd I vow'd to try
My appetite impos'd upon my eye ?

You, sir, alone, Fame and all-conqu'ring rhyme    45
Files the set teeth of all-devouring Time.
When Beauty once thy virtuous paint hath on,
Age needs not call her to vermilion;
Her beams ne'er shed or change like th' hair of day,